
a weary thug to court your pleasures
by suinrilers instead of by hours.

Piggy needs but a word. When the
girls named.him, an undeserving stig-
ma was cast .upon t.he noble family of
swine. The
jn the old blue spelling book hegins
with Piggy's biography. He was fat;
he had the soul of a rat, the habits
of a bat, and the magnanimity of a
cat. . . He wore.expensive clothes;
and was a connoisseur in starvation.
He could look at a shop girl and tell
you to an hour how long it had been
since she had eaten anything more
nourishing than marshmallows and
tea. He.hung'about-th- shipping dis-
tricts, and prowled around in depart-
ment stores with his invitations to
dinner. Men who escort dogs upon
the streets at the end of a string
iookdown upon him. He'is a type;
I 'can dwell lipgn him no longer; my
pen is" not th'e kind Intended for him;
I am(no carpenter..

At 'lO minutes to 7x Dulcie was
ready. She looked "at .Herself in the
wrinkly mirror. The reflection was,
satisfactory. The dark blue dress,
fitting without a wrinkle, the hat-wit-

its jaunty black feather, th'e
gloves all represent-

ing self-deni- even of food itself
wer6 .vastly becoming.

Dulcie forgot everything else for
a moment except that she was beau-- s
uiui, ana uxsl me was aDput to uit:
a corner of its mysterious veil for her
to observe its wonders. JJd gentle-
man had evervasked her out before.
Now she was going for a brief mo-
ment into the ghtter and exalted
show.

The girls said that Piggy was a
"spender." There would be a grand,
dinner, and music, and splendidly
dressed ladies, to .look at, and things.
to eat that strangely twisted the girls'
jaws when they tried to tell about
them. No doubt she would be asked
out'again.

There was a- bluep-ponge- e suit in
- a window that sheknew by saving

20 .cents a week "instead of .10,. in J

let's see Oh, it would.run injo years!
But therefwas a second-han- d "store
in Seventh avenue where

Somebody knocked' at the door,
Dulcie opened it. The landla'dy stooli
there with a spurious smile,, sniffing

'for cooking by stolen gas. ,

"A gentleman's downstairs to' see
you," she said. "Name is Mr. Wig-
gins"

'
?

By such epithet was Piggy .known
to unfortunate ones who had,to take '

him seriously. ' 1

Dulcie turned to the dresser to gej
her handkerchief; and "then she
stopped still, and bit her under' lip
hard. While" looking in her ;mirror
she has 'seen fairyland and herself,"
a princess, Just awakening from a
long slumber. She had forgotten one
that, was 1 watching her with sad,
beautiful, stern eyes the only ohe
there was to approve or condemn '

what she did. ' Straight and slender
and tali, with a look of sorrowful re
proach on his handsome, melancholy
face, Gen. Kitchener fixed his won-
derful eyes on her "out of- his gilt
photograph frame onjhe dresser.

Dulcie turned like .an automatic
doll to the- - landlady.

"Tell him' I can't go," she "said
dully. "Tell him I'm sick, or some-
thing. Tell him I'm not going out." -

After the door was closed and lock-
ed, Dulcie fell upon her bed, crushing
her black tip, ahd cried for' 10 min-
utes. Gen Kitchener was her only-
friend. He was, Dulcie's ideal of "a
gallant knight. He looked as if he
might have a secret sorrow, and his
Wonderful mustache was a dream,,
and she was a little afraid of that
stern yet. tender look In his eyes. She
used to have little fancies that he
would call at the house sometime,
and ask for her, with his sword clank
ing against his high' boots. Once,
when a boy was rattling a piece of
chain against a lamp-po- st she had
opened the window and looked out.
But there was no use. She knew that
Gen. Kitchener was away over in
Japan, leading his army against the
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